The George Sand-*

They say that Cadio is now being rehearsed at the Porte
Saint-Martin (so you have fallen out with Chilly?) They say
that Thuillier will make her re-appearance in your play. (But
I thought she was dying). And when are they to play this
Cadio? Are you content? etc., etc.

I live absolutely like an oyster. My novel is the rock to which
I attach myself, and I don't know anything that goes on in
the world.

I do not even read, or rather I have not read La Lanterne!
Rochefort bores me, between ourselves. It takes courage to
venture to say even hesitatingly, that possibly he is not the
first writer of the century. 0 Velches! Velches! as M. de
Voltaire would sigh (or roar) ! But a propos of the said
Rochefort, have they been somewhat imbecilic? What poor
people!

And Sainte-Beuve? Do you see him? As for me, I am work-
ing furiously. I have just written a description of the forest
of Fontainebleau that made me want to hang myself from one
of its trees. As I was interrupted for three weeks, I am having
terrible trouble in getting back to work. I am like the camels,
which can't be stopped when they are in motion, nor started
when they are resting. It will take me a year to finish the book.
After that I shall abandon the bourgeois definitely. He is too
difficult and on the whole too ugly. It will be high time to do
something beautiful and that I like.

What would please me well for the moment, would be to em-
brace you. When will that be? Till then, a thousand affec-
tionate thoughts.

LXXXDL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBEET, AT CKOISSET

Paris, 10 September, 1868

Just at present, dear friend, there is a truce to my corre-
spondence. On all sides I am reproached, wrongly, for not an-
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